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Acro-Claustrophobia 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the Band-It Bingo prompt \"stuck in an elevator (or other small space).\" 


John had always hated elevators. They encourage people to be lazy! Whenever he saw an overly large person 
pass by the stairs in favor of the elevator, John felt like persecuting them for it. "Take the stairs, fatass." He 


would always mutter. 


Of course, Paul would make him take the elevator. Standing with his arms crossed tightly, John refused to 
speak to Paul. 


"I'll never understand why you hate elevators, John. There's nothing wrong with them." He grinned, "And they're 


private." 


John flinched when the smaller man wrapped his arms around his shoulders, standing on the balls of his feet 


to kiss his cheek. "Ger' off a me, Paul. Yer actin‘ like a whore." 


At the moment Paul let go, the elevator came to a lurching halt. Falling flat on his ass, Paul cursed loudly. 


Above him, John looked like a frightened kitten, twitching and all. "This is why | hate elevators, Paull Ya can't 


trust ‘em" 
Launching himself at Paul, John wrapped himself around the bases. "I'm scared, Paulie." 


Like horror stories that you hear from the local loon, but life flickered out and the silence was deafening. With 
the two of them so close, and John breathing heavily, the unventilated elevator soon grew hot and stuffy. 


"John, quit panicking, you gonna suffocate both of us." Pushing the other guitarist off of him, Paul stood, 


feeling in the darkness for the floor buttons. "C'mon," he growled, his cool demeanor melting slowly. 


Watching Paul loses mask of self-discipline, John crawled himself up into a ball, whimpering like a kicked puppy. 
"Paul." 


Brought back to the world by John's hopeless plea, Paul knelt down beside him. "Johnny, itll be alright. Ringo 


and George are out there waiting for us, they'll get us out.” 


Down in the lobby, Ringo does in George's lap, slipping in and out of awareness. "Where are they?" He glanced 
groggily at his lover. 


Absentmindedly running his fingers through Ringo's hair, George sighed. "They're probably too busy shagging to 


remember the session" 


Emerging from the stairwell, Brian didn't look too happy. "They shut the bloody elevator down. Hey, where are 
John and Paul?" 


George shrugged and Ringo said both slightly to the side. 
"| checked their room and they weren't there." 
Suddenly, Ringo was wide awake. "They ditched us? Bloody brilliant!" 


George utilizing his intellect in place of his boyfriend can keep the wave of dread from washing over him. "You 


don't think they're in the elevator?" 
All three of them looked over at the elevator door in silent shock. 


"Fuck." 


Paul had managed to lull an overheated John to sleep, laying him back against the cool walls, he returned to 


nonsensically pressing buttons. 

Giving up, all Paul could do was fight to stay awake, watching the seconds go by on his Rolex. 

"George, Ringo, Brian.. where are you, lads?" 

Another 30 minutes passed before the sheer heat exhaustion got to him, knocking him out. 

To Epstein's horror, the hotel couldn't get somebody who is trained for situations like this into the innovator 
shopped for another hour. "Just send somebody in, they're suffocating up there!" Sure enough, the blasted 


thing was up on the seventh floor. 


The blonde woman behind the counter put her hands up in defense. "I'm sorry, Mr. Epstein, we're doing 


everything we can" 


Ringo, having cried himself to sleep in George's shoulder, jolted awake, immediately bringing back onto George. 


"Georgie.. -yawn- where are they? Is Paulie okay? Johnny?" He managed to ask before dropping off again 
eo 


Sitting up in a rather violent manner, John realized that he was back in the bed he shared with Paul. Running 
his fingers decidedly through his hair, he sighed. "| am not riding the elevator. Ever." 


